>» A Complaynt agayuſt the wicked enenics 


of Chꝛiſt in that they haue ſo tyꝛannully handled the pooze Chꝛyſtians. 


7 Las what grefe is this 
p<2.4/vnto all chyſten men: 
That tirants ſtil do raine 
to woꝛke miſcheit agen. 

They pzolper in the land, 
whoſe p2actyſe late hath bene, 
Both to deſtrop our realme 
and Eliſabeth our Quene, 

Dow dyd they Tower her 
and kept her therc in thzall, 

When they could not charge her 
with any cryme at all, 

But thep beyng thy20y 
woulde fayne haue (uckt her bloud, 
Foz b hen thei put her there 
they ment her grace no good 

Which: was the pꝛelates fetche 
fot why thei ſtode in awe, 

Chat if her grace did rapgne 
che would reiect ther Lawe. 

Wherfoze this curſed lozte 
dyd geue many aſaye, 
To take her ina tryppe 
to make her cleane away. 

Such ympes of Sathans kynde 
do ſtand any floꝛyſb ſtyll. 
Whiche do ſupoꝛeſſe all truth 
and do maynteine al pll, 

Fox they haue ſpotld this realme 
and made it very Pooze 
The y bzought in Fozen power 
to Turne vs out of dooze. 

Suche truteles trees do gro we 
theyſpꝛed abꝛode and ſtande, 
whole curſed Branches lvue 

and do Corrupt the lande. 

Foz when the Olpue trees 
and eke the pleſaunt Upnes 
Did bꝛinge vs koꝛth good frutes 
and delectable wines. 

Thep ſharpened they: Toles 
to cut themby the grounde, 
That they might ſpzinge no moze 
no2 neuer moze be founde, 

Foz ſume they bzinte with kyer 

and ſome agayne they pinde, 
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and ſum remapne behinde. 
Againe this curſed loꝛte 
dyd ſcrape out of the moulde 
Che carkes of the dead 
and many mo they woulde. i 
Pftyme had ſerude theyz turne 
ate ozding to ther truſt, 
Kynge Barry and big ſunne 
had both ben Burnt to duſte. 
Dotz it not no we appeare 
what loue and eke what ſeale 
| our 
that Rulde our common weale. 
| 


be Ple 


in pulpettes eurry where, 
With vyle oppꝛobzious termes 
and that without all feare. 
Alas that ſuche ſbould lpue 
that ſeke all to deſtroy, 

Suche members woulde be ryd 
that do nothinge but nope. 


ther natures tan not ſeale, 

Tyll they haue murdꝛed thoſe 

that be the ſunnes of peace, 

Alas I rue it muche 

that luche Pypicked pates 

Shoulde be about a Quene 

02 come within her gates. 

Ther counleis be cozrupt 
fo: they ſmel al of bloude, 

Ther pꝛactys be allll 

how can they then be good, 

Who can oꝛ will commende 

this charit ie of pꝛeiſtes, 

That be ſuche murtherers 

and haue ſuche blod ye fyſtes. 

Howe coldly doo they pꝛaye 

foz Eliſabeth our quene, 

Ther doinges haue ben heard 

ther pꝛartys haue bene (ene, 

© curſed ſede of Capne 
and members of the Deulll 

All deſtitute of grace, 

repleniſhed with euyll. 
yo loue the name of pou, 

but ſuche as ye do bzybe, 

O pe blinde balam tes 

o byle and curſed Trpbe. 

Tye inlaates in the wombe 

haue cauſe to Curſe pour lebe, 

And etze the fatherles 

fo; your acturſed dede. 

Howe many liue this dap 

whoſe Pareutes ye haue kiide, 

And turned ther Child;zen out 

into theſtretes and filde. 

Ther to lpe and pyne 

and layd that it was Synne 

Epther to geue them foode 

oz eis to take them in. 

hat pitie were it nowe 

to toſſe and to turne them, 

To hewe them in peces 

to Bꝛoyle and to burne them. 

To tie them from the Croune 

to the loules of theyz fete. 

To trpe if ſuche tozmentes 
aud ſwete. 
And ly Bonner 

the lier woulde fayne taſt him, 

But burne him it coulde not 

his grece woldeſo Baſt hun. 


Howe did they raile on them 


Foz where they hunt to ſpoile 


Wolde god it might trye him 
foz if that day were cuine, 
Many handes would be redp 
to geue Fyer tohis Bum. 

That ſmithfelde might ſmel him 
and here the tyzauntes voice, 
That fatherles Childzen 
atd infantes might Ke iopce. 

Whoſe fathers and mothers 
this tyzaunt hath furthered, 

Co be cruellp burnt 
and moſt ſlamelully murthzed, 

O trapterus tpꝛant 
o falſe petiured Beſt, 

T by bzoplinge and burning 
is knon en and maniteſt, 
And all thy tyꝛannes 
which thou haſt frequented 
And allo haſt pꝛact yſt, 

and lewdly inuented. 

How haſt thou tried them 
with toꝛche and with taper 
Burning their handes and feete 
to make them to wauer. 

Pea how didſt thou ſtock them 
o murtherus theke, 

Ther necke there handes and fecte 
onipe foz their beleit, 

Both within thy Cole houſe 
and in the lollers tower, 

The pooꝛe and (imple men 

had many a ſharpe ſbower. 

Though thy good counſclers 

Clunnpe and John auales. 

Theſe are the two rake helles 

that bꝛought the all the tales. 
How were the poote lodgyd, 

how were their bellys fedbe, 

Mith hunger and Couibe 

and ſtones to reſt ther hed. 

Alas what beaſteg are they 
that lurke vnder that wede, 

Fre they not Raueniuge wolues 
iudge them by ther deed, 

What iniutie were it nowe 
to rid thoſe blody beſtes, 
That ſeketh frendſhip now 
with monpe and with feſtes. 

Now thei haue ſpoud our gealme 
they tere and and in dout, 
It buberie helpe them not 
then will ther knauery out 

But god foz his mercy 
ſeaſe the blody ſtreme, 
Ind graunt that his glozy 
map flozilhe in our Keatme. 
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